100           WITH AN IMMORTAL
On every varied theme her song ranged wide. And as she sang, the hoary oak beside. The pictures rose before me.   I could see The shock of battle on the ensanguined lea, The charge of heroes in a hopeless fight, The heaps of slain beneath the moon's wan light. And then, as changed the music's magic mood, I heard within a sylvan solitude A youthful lover pleading sweet and low, And   marked the   maiden's   cheek   with   blushes glow.
"Whate'er her theme, I saw before me pass The living forms as mirrored in a glass. And still, however loud or low her strain, A thread of joy was woven with the pain, That blended all into a magic whole, And held me captive, body, mind, and soul.
At length she ceased.   "And dost thou now receive My words as naked truth ?   Wilt thou believe ? "
I cried, " Thy pardon for a grievous wrong* Aoide art thou, matchless Queen of Song. No mortal thus could sing in notes sublime. No earthly song can vie with the witchery of thy rhyme."
She smiled a happy smile of glad content. "I have not sung like that since Algie went.